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Chapter  1  by  Kalil  Warren 

Engraved  on  a  tree  in  my  backyard  is  a  scripture  written  hundreds  years  ago.  Every  year,  my 
family  would  go  out  to  the  tree  and  commit  a  sacrifice  to  the  gods.  Ever  sense  I  was  young,  I  was 
told  that  I  need  a  deep  connection  with  theses  gods.  So  every  night  I  would  go  out  to  that  tree 
and  pray.  One  time  I  asked  my  parents  what  are  we  praying  to.  My  parents  would  look  at  each 
other  and  look  back  at  me. 

"You  are  praying  to  the  gods!"  They  would  say  at  the  same  time. 

"Yeah  but  what  did  the  gods  do  for  us?"  I  would  always  reply  with. 

"How  dare  you  question  the  gods!  Go  out  and  pray  harder!"  My  father  said  with  anger. 

I  went  back  out  to  the  tree.  I  took  my  fingers  and  rubbed  the  engravings  on  the  tree. 

"What  do  you  think  you  are  doing?"  said  a  voice  behind  the  tree. 

Then  it  popped  it  head  out  of  the  corner. 
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"And  you  needed  to  sacrifice  my  creation  to  do  so?" 

I  scratched  my  head.  "I  was  told  not  to  question  the  gods." 

It  shrugged,  something  I  was  previously  unaware  that  rabbits  could  even  do.  "Well,  I'm  here, 
and  you're  free  to  question  me.  I  even  welcome  it." 

"Huh.  So  you're  what  I've  been  praying  to  for  the  past  fourteen  years?" 

"Almost  in  the  flesh." 

The  rabbit  finally  left  the  back  of  the  tree,  sitting  in  my  outstretched  hands.  "Look,  kid.  I'm  here 
because  I  need  a  favor." 

"But  you're  a  god.  What  favor  could  you  possibly  have  of  me?" 

"You  mortals  are  the  vessels  of  the  gods,  you  know.  You're  useful  for  plenty  of  things." 

"Should  I  be  offended  by  that?" 

"Depends  on  your  outlook,  I  guess." 

"Fine,  rabbit.  What  do  you  need  of  me?" 

It  twitched,  then  stared  at  me  right  in  the  eyes.  "Blood." 
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